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	The Clearing

_I didn't see enough Hiccup/Astrid stories of them when they were young, so I decided to make one. Disclaimer: I own no characters except the OCs that aren't in this story. Warnings: Lots of fluff and feels, some angst so if you don't like that sort of stuff, I'd stop reading about here._

* * *

><p><em>Hiccup's P.O.V.<em>

I don't know why Astrid hates me all of the sudden. We were best friends, and know she won't even look at me. Last week, she and I played together next to Gobber's forge, than the next day she told me we couldn't be friends, and she's ignoring me now. I don't know what happened, she just stopped liking me I guess. Now she plays with the "cool kids". I haven't felt this sad since mom died. It's lonely now.

* * *

><p><em>Seven Years Later<em>

* * *

><p><em>Hiccup's P.O.V.<em>

I wish I had a friend, anyone to be friends with. Hiccup the Useless has no friends, because he's useless. Astrid was the only friend I ever had, and she realized how pathetic I was years ago and left. I thought she was just having a bad day. All year. Seven years later, she still hates me. She hasn't said a thing to me in over a year, not since I hit her with a bola from my first prototype of the catapult launcher thing of death. I can't remember the last time she even looked at me. It was nice, having her as a friend. Snotlout didn't bully me as much, and Fishlegs kinda-sorta hung out with me. Now everyone hates me, and if I wasn't "the chief's little disappointment", I would have been shipped off long ago. Heck, my own dad would've shipped me off if it wouldn't ruin his reputation. Most people's anger and disappointment I can deal with, but when it's my dad's or Astrid's, it hurts a lot. But it hurts more when they ignore me, because I feel like I don't exist. I was Astrid's friend for years, and suddenly I don't exist. Dad, mom, and I used to spend all day playing together, now I'm lucky if my father says good morning to me once a week. No one likes me because I'm a hiccup, a runt, not a Viking, different, and that's a terrible thing to be. Nothing I can do about it though,I guess I'm fated to live my life bearing all the silent pain of the tribe's abuse.

_Astrid's P.O.V._

I saw Hiccup working at the forge today. Even after all these years, he still looks sad all the time. I mean, I got over it. He was the only kid I actually liked or probably will ever like. No Astrid, don't go there. The only real reason I stopped being his friend was to get into the gang of cool kids, who I don't even like, and none of them actually like me for who I actually am. That's why I liked Hiccup. He treated me as an equal, not as a prize to be won like the other boys do. He helped me when I needed it, and I helped him when he needed it. He liked me for who I was, not because I was pretty or played hard-to-get. He was my crutch, without even knowing it. The others aren't like this. I only joined them so I could be popular as well. He was just holding me back, so I stopped being friends with him. I want to be his friend again, but I broke his heart really bad, and it still pains him today, I can tell. I've caused Hiccup so much pain, and I don't think I could live with myself if I broke his heart again. I try to push him away so I can't hurt him anymore, but the harder I push, the harder he clings on.

_Hiccup's P.O.V._

I tried to act cool today to impress Astrid, but I failed miserably. Snotlout started making fun of me, and shoved me into the dirt when I tried to get up. A tear managed to slip past my eyelids, but I blinked it away before anyone noticed. I could have sworn I saw pain flit across Astrid's face, but I must have imagined it because she was smirking at my pain a second later. That really crushed my heart, and I ran to the loft in the forge so no one would see me crying. I stayed in the forge until dinner, asking the gods for mercy. What I wouldn't give for a day where no one made fun of me, or beat me up, or called me cruel names, or give me dirty looks. But alas, I know that it will never be possible.

_Astrid's P.O.V._

Hiccup tried to be cool today, and failed miserably. Snotlout teased him, and then shoved him to the ground. No matter how hard Hiccup tried to hide it, I could tell he was crying. He tries so hard to be my friend again, and all I do is shun him and ignore him. I am so mean to him, but if I'm his friend, I will end up breaking his heart again. Hiccup hid his tears well and Snotlout didn't notice them, but I did. My heart broke in half at that moment, and it must have shown on my face because Hiccup looked at me confused for a second, so I smirked to cover it up. He looked even more confused, as well as hurt now, and my heart cracked deeper. He ran off, and Snotlout looked pleased with himself now. No one could find him until dinner, when he just randomly showed up and sat down at an empty table. Well, no one actually looked for him except for me, and I had to pretend that I needed my axe sharpened. No one cared where he'd gone; they all said he was "off being Hiccup". When he showed up at dinner, his eyes were red from crying, and he looked utterly miserable, like he hadn't had any happiness in his life since Valka died. Which I realize now he probably hadn't.

_Astrid's P.O.V_

I couldn't even make it halfway through dinner watching Hiccup look so miserable. I ran out, saying something about axe practice to my parents. I ran into the woods, going deeper and deeper until I reached a clearing. I plunked down on a rock and started crying, thinking of how cruel the entire village was to Hiccup. He could have died and no one would've cared enough to look for him. I didn't realize that Hiccup was actually watching me until he walked up and asked what was wrong. I told him I was fine, just practicing with my axe. He said "Right, axe practicing. Without an axe." I didn't notice I'd left my axe at the Great Hall until he said this. So I told him to go away, he was being a jerk. He flinched hard at these works, and guilt twanged in my heart. Something in him must have snapped though, he told me he was sorry he was a jerk and that he was running away from Burke for good and came across me crying. He said he was worried for me, and had stopped to help. He was sorry he bothered my "axe practicing and would go away for good. My mouth dropped open and he turned to walk away. He was almost out of sight when I leaped up from the rock I was sitting on and dragged back to the clearing, demanding to know why he would run away. He responded that he wanted to know why I was crying. I told him that if he said why he was crying first, I'd tell him why I was crying. So he spilled the beans. He said that he was running away because he was useless, and no one cared whether he live or die. Honestly he could be dead, hanging on a rope with an axe in his head, and no one would give him a second glance. The villagers would just say he was a waste of space and spit on his dead corpse. So he decided to run away. So I told him why I was crying. I told him that I'd broken a boy's heart years ago, and it still pained him today. I told him that I dearly wanted to be the boy's friend again, but I didn't want to hurt the poor kid even more. He looked like someone poked him with a pin, and told me that Snotlout was a strong Viking, so go ahead and be his friend. He had a heart of steel Hiccup told me. Oh my gods, I told Hiccup my deepest darkest secret, and he thinks it's Snotlout! I had to tell him the boy was him, and when I did, his mouth opened and closed without sound. Then, a strange expression crossed his face. Was that…anger? "Oh ha ha, let's all play a joke on Hiccup the Useless. Let's get his hopes up so we can tell him he was a fool, and he's an idiot for believing that anyone could possibly like him. Maybe he'll run away, or, if we're lucky, maybe he'll go kill himself so we don't have to deal with him. You know what, I'm done. Guess what, you got your wish." He said, and glared at me with enough venom to kill all the people on Burk. I could feel tears streaming down my face now. "Why would I ever be that mean to you?" I asked Hiccup. He looked at me like I was an idiot, and told me my ignoring him hurt more than when I yelled at him. When I yelled at him, at least I acknowledged his existence. There were times when no one even looked at him for weeks, he told me, and he felt like he was a ghost, or invisible. I never realized this. I always thought he liked it when no one paid any attention to him. I opened my mouth, and then shut it, because I didn't have anything to say. He ran away again, and this time I didn't try to stop him. I just hope morning will find him safe in his bed.

_Hiccup's P.O.V__**(A/N This view should be fun…)**_

I saw Astrid run out of the Great Hall in the middle of dinner, muttering something about axe practice. She probably can't stand to be in the same room as a loser like me. I decided then and there to run away. I excused myself to the bathrooms, but I don't think Dad paid any attention. I didn't stop by the house, because I had nothing worth taking with me. I ran, deeper and deeper into the woods. I don't know where I would live, maybe a cave or…wait; there was an abandoned shed on the other side of the island, which would be perfect! I corrected my path, and headed to the mountain. I was nearing a clearing where I had sometimes gone to when I was young enough to believe that people might actually like me in the future. Suddenly, I stopped. Someone was crying, and it was coming from the clearing. I carefully crept up to the edge of the clearing, and got a good view of the person crying. It was…Astrid? She was the least likely person to be crying in the woods. What in Thor's name was wrong? So I asked her what was wrong. She started, and said that she was fine, just axe practicing. I raised an eyebrow, and said "Right, axe practicing. Without an axe." She glanced around her, and realized I was right. She told me to go away, and that I was being a jerk. I flinched at these words, and I got mad. I'd been nice to her since we were three, dealt with her ignorance for seven years, and now I was asking her if she was okay, and she tells me I'm a jerk. She wants me a jerk, fine. Now I'm a jerk. I told her I was sorry I was a jerk, and that I was running away from Burke for good and came across her crying. I said I was worried for her, and had stopped to help. I said I was sorry I bothered her "axe practicing" and that I would go away for good. She looked as if someone had hit her in the face with a frying pan, and I felt a twinge of satisfaction as I turned heel and walked away. Next thing I know, she's dragging me back and demanding why I'd run away. I asked why she was crying. She said if I told her why I was running away first, she'd tell me why she was crying. So I said that I was running away because I was useless, and no one cared whether I live or die. Honestly I could be dead, hanging on a rope with an axe in my head, and no one would give me a second glance. The villagers would just say I was a waste of space and spit on my dead corpse. So I decided to run away. She looked shocked, but, surprisingly, started her story on why she was crying. She told me that she'd broken a boy's heart, and it still hurt him today. She said that she dearly wanted to be the boy's friend again, but I didn't want to hurt the poor kid even more. My hope sank more as I realized she was talking about Snotlout. So I gave her some good advice with him, that he was tough as steel, and he could handle it. She looked really confused, then sad. "No Hiccup. The boy, he's you." she said. I stood there staring at her, thinking this was just too good to be true. Then I realized it was too good to be true. Of course, it was a really cruel plan, something I'd expect from Snotlout, not Astrid. But that must be it. "Oh ha ha. Let's all play a joke on Hiccup the Useless. Let's get his hopes up so we can tell him he was a fool, and he's an idiot for believing that anyone could possibly like him. Maybe he'll run away, or, if we're lucky, maybe he'll go kill himself so we don't have to deal with him. You know what, I'm done. Guess what, you got your wish." I shouted at her, now completely ticked. I glared my best death glare at her, and I guess it worked. She started crying again, tears streaming down her beautiful face. "Why would I ever be that mean to you?" she asked me. I looked at her like she'd grown antlers. I told her that her ignoring me hurt more than when she yelled at me. When she yelled at me, at least she acknowledged my existence. I told her there were times when no one looked at me for weeks, and I felt as if I didn't exist. I don't know why I was telling her this, but it kind of felt good to release all this pent-up frustration. She opened her mouth as if to say something, then changed her mind and shut it. I don't know what she did after that because I ran off, but I'm not going to run away anymore. I'm just so confused, and I wish people would stop being so mean to me!

* * *

><p><em>So, how did all you loyal readers like it? I think I'm only going to do a oneshot on this, but if I get enough requests, I might do a twoshot. Your choice so please review!<em>

_Yours in insanity, Joan McCreedy_


End file.
